he fell in, and would have been drowned, but a Popish priest came by. The Jew called for help. " You, a Jew ! I won't help a Jew." " If you will help me out I will be baptized." "You must be baptized first." The Jew consented, and then begged to be taken out. " JSTo," said the priest, "if I let you out you will relapse into Judaism and so be damned. I will rather save your soul."
" And saying this he in a trice Clapped Mordecai beneath the ice."
Could and would men closely examine they would probably find that their most inveterate religious prejudices, which they think their most valuable religious convictions, are of such origin. But Mrs. Girt's bits of silk went far to counteract the ballad.
When a child, like other children, my faith was implicit in what I was told to be true by my mother, and I have no sense of devotion now, which I did not catch from her.
The name of the minister whose religious services my father and mother attended was Lincolne. He was a gentlemanly person and inspired respect, especially by a very large white wig. He was often at our house, and his two daughter's were my mother's very great friends. When he came I used to be kept at a distance, for I was always running about as well as talking, and he was afraid for his gouty toes. When I set about reading the Bible I used to ask my mother questions. Her prudent answer frequently was, " Ask the minister, my dear." I recollect hearing some anecdotes told of me and the minister, and some I seem to recollect myself, one especially. I had taken a great fancy to the Book of Revelation ; and I have heard, but this I don't recollect, that I asked Mr. L. to preach from that book, because it was my favorite. " And why is it your favorite book, Henry ?" " Because it is so pretty and easy to understand."
I had a happy childhood. The only suffeiing I recollect was the restraint imposed upon me on Sundays, especially being forced to go twice to meeting ; an injurious practice I am satisfied. To be forced to sit still for two hours, not understanding a word, was a grievance too hard to bo borne. I was not allowed to look into a picture-book, but was condemned to sit with my hands before rne, or stand, according to the service. The consequence was that I was often sent to bed without my supper for bad behavior at meeting. In the evening my father used to read aloud Mr. Henry's Commentary, and in winter it was mylad relating how
